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The Devil\'s Devices 


2002 

His alarm clock began beeping at 3am. Groaning, David rolled over and shut it off 
Another day. 

Another dollar. 


Sliding from his warm bed, he pulled on his bathroom and, in the darkness, padded to the bathroom. Going to 
the toilet, he washed his hands, and made his way downstairs. 


The house was silent and had been for the past fifteen years. His brother had moved to New York and his 
parents.. They were long gone. They'd died when he was a child His father had gone in a farming accident and 
his mother a few months later from shock and heartbreak. Elliot had raised him until David was old enough to 
take on the farm. 


He'd had dreams. Big dreams. All had been taken away in a bid to keep the money coming in and to keep the 


wolves from the door. 


Breakfast was quick and eaten standing up. Leaning against the sink, he stared out of the window and into the 
darkness. The only light came from the lamp post at the end of the half mile drive. A truck rumbled by, no 
doubt heading for Minneapolis. 


Something flickered beneath the lamp post and David frowned. No, it couldn't be.. There was nothing out there. 
Not at this time in the morning. The staff didn't arrive until five. 


Every day was the same. Get up, feed the animals, put them out in the fields, do the paperwork, phone 
through the orders, clean and repair the machinery. He had a small team of staff who came in and collected 
eggs. They were distributed to various shops and restaurants in the local area. The cattle would eventually go 
for slaughter. Soon they'd be harvesting the grain and it would go for feed and flour. Farming wasn't what it 
had once been. Once it had been lucrative, a viable way to make a living. Then the downturn had hit and David 
was lucky to make his bills once a month. It was why he no longer had the luxuries he'd had as a child. Gone 


was anythi ng fun 


Except for the bass guitar. That he'd kept. He'd dreamed of going to California and making it big as a musician. 


But those dreams were now long gone, along with the ones of settling down. 
Pulling his long, sandy-brown hair through the back of a John Deere cap, David got dressed and went to work. 


Leaning against the gate, he whistled quietly and, from the depths of the cattle shed, came the sound of lowing 
cows. The sun was just beginning to come up, fingers of orange and gold tickling the sky. Slowly the cattle 
began to emerge, shuffling their way out into the fields. David smiled sadly as he watched them. They were 


the only companions he had. 


Well, there was Misty. She was the grey cat who'd kept him company for the past five years. She'd turned up 


in the snow one night and he couldn't turn her down. 


But he wanted the companionship of another human. Of someone he could talk to and laugh with. There was a 


slight problem, one which niggled him and would annoy those of the church he attended every Sunday. 


He preferred the company of his kind. Women didn't do it for him. Not that he hadn't tried, because he had. 
He'd tried to fall in love with women and, while they loved him, he just couldn't bring himself to pretend to love 
them. There'd been a brief encounter in his teenage years, but it hadn't gone much further than gentle kisses 


and soft touches. Then the boy had disappeared, citing a move out west as an excuse for leaving David behind. 


It still broke his heart to think about it. 


With the sun well and truly up, David took to the fields to inspect the crops. The green shoots were tall and 


strong, promising another good harvest. It warmed him to see them. 


As he drove along the fields, he felt the hackles on the back of his neck rise. Instinctively, he raised a hand 


and tried to brush them down. A strange feeling passed over him, a feeling that he was being watched. 


Stopping the truck, he looked over his shoulder to the line of trees which made up the field's boundaries. 
Beyond were more fields, stretching as far as the eye could see. There was nothing between him and the next 


farmstead several miles away. Nothing but green, open spaces. 

His eyes scanned the trees, hand shielding his eyes from the sun. 

There was nothing there. Nothing watching him. 

Yet the feeling wouldn't leave him. 

Shivering, he started the engine and continued on his rounds. 

He still couldn't shake the feeling as he sat in the office. It still bugged him, sending shivers down his spine. 


The office was a little room off from the main house. A desk was pushed up against a window, a computer 
sitting on top of it. To his left was a filing cabinet and along the wall ran a corkboard covered with letters and 
business cards and notices and flyers. Behind him, beside the door, was a small TV. Misty sat on top of it and 


surveyed her domain. The TV was tuned to a music station, rock and metal spilling from its tiny speaker. 


Sitting at the desk, David stared at his computer. Columns of figures scrolled before him and none of them 
seemed to add up. It didn't matter how hard he tried, the farm was going down the pan. Admittedly, it had 
been for years. Decades of the government tightening the thumbscrews and then offering them high interest 
loans had all but decimated the small farmer. There were others out there, huge mega-farms churning out 
millions of tons of meat a year. But David hadn't wanted to go that way. He enjoyed working the land. Enjoyed 


putting back into the local community. And now it was all being torn from beneath him. 


Leaning back in his chair, David wrapped his hands around the back of his head. "I don't know what we're gonna 
do, Misty," he sighed. "I really don't. | don't wanna sell up. I'm too old to move anywhere else or get another 
job." 


There was a soft mew and she hopped up into his lap. From behind him, David heard the song on the TV 
change and a smile began to pull at his lips. 


"I love this song!" Still smiling, he began to softly sing along, "Long time ago me and my brother Kyle here, we 
was hitchhikin' down a long and lonesome road. All of a sudden, there shined a shiny demon.. in the middle.. of 


the road" 


Dinner was dinner. It was never anything special, not any more. There was no one to share it with. No one to 
laugh and talk with. The few people he did know were like him; busy and always unavailable. The farming life 


wasn't for those who didn't like their own company. 


Sitting at the kitchen table with a fork in one hand, David flicked through the latest copy of Revolver. That was 
what he'd dreamed of. Dreamed of playing music. Of making it big. OF taking the world by storm. 


Misty sat opposite him, curled in a ball on the table. Her eyes were squeezed shut and an empty plate sat 
beside her. 


Instead, he'd been left to tend to the farm. There'd been debts to pay in the wake of his parents deaths, and 
there was no way the banks would let him get away with not paying them. So those dreams of playing heavy 
metal had been shelved. But he didn't hate his parents for what they'd done. They'd thought that they were 
doing their best, that the loans would help the farm be more productive. 


And it had, in the short term. Then the bubble had burst. The price of land had tumbled. America had banned 
exports of grain. And the mega-farms had become the norm. No one wanted expensive, organic farmed meat 
any more. They wanted the cheap meats stocked by the supermarkets. 


From outside, there came a noise. It was the sound of something landing on the porch, a low, empty thud. In a 
flash, David was on his feet. Behind him, he heard Misty hiss. Standing at the window, he searched the growing 
darkness, his heart pounding. But, as before, there was nothing there. 


Nothing except for the shadow which was flitting from tree to tree. 


His dreams that night were strange. They made him writhe and moan. They soaked him in sweat. At some point 
during the night, they made him come so hard, he woke up. 


Lying in bed, David took deep, shaking breaths. His skin was soaked with sweat and his mind raced. What were 
the dreams he was having? He'd never had them before. Never seen the man who had teased and tormented 


him for so many hours. 


Rolling onto his side, David pulled the covers back around himself and tried to go back to sleep. But the 
thoughts which raced through his mind stopped him. Thoughts he shouldn't be having. Lustful thoughts of 
being with another man. Thoughts of enjoying himself in the man's embrace. Thoughts which would send him 


straight to Hell. 
Tiredly, he glanced at the clock. 
2:38am. 


Sliding from the bed, David decided to get to work. It was Sunday, after all, and he had to be in church in six 


hours. 


With a travel mug of coffee beside him, David drove to church. Thrash metal blared from the stereo. That's 
where it had been when he'd taken over the farm in the ‘80's. Fast, growling metal with politically charged 
messages. A band called Megadeth screamed from the speakers and David listened almost wistfully. He could 


have been in a band like that. He could have made that music. 


Something caught his eye and, glancing up to the rear view mirror, he watched as a shadow flickered behind 
his car. Shaking his head, David put his head down and continued to drive. There was nothing out there. 


Pulling up in front of the church, David stared at the building for a moment. The dreams of the previous night 
tormented him, blackening his soul. Such impure thoughts would surely send him to Hell, and he had no 
intentions of going there. He wanted to go to Heaven and allowing his homosexual impulses wouldn't get him 


there. 


Stepping from the car, he tried to discreetly make his way inside. But, as always, luck wasn't on his side. The 


team of middle aged women who acted as greeters descended on him, hands reaching out to touch him. 
"David! It's so good to see youl How are you?" one thin, blonde woman said 

"Have you found yourself a lovely wife yet?" a tall brunette asked 

"How's the farm going? You must be awfully lonely out there by yourself?" another blonde pressed 


Smiling and blushing, David accepted their greetings and brushed them all aside. With his head down and hair 
hiding his face, he walked into the nave and found a seat at the back. He didn't feel like sitting in his usual place 
closer to the front. He didn't want to be seen. Didn't want the pastor seeing right into his soul and what he 


was experiencing. 


Slowly the church filled and more people greeted him. Some gave him quizzical looks as to why he was sitting 
so far back. David was normally one of those people who was on his feet, hands in the air and swaying during 
the worship. During the sermon, he'd pray and, afterwards, he'd go and help with those who needed prayer. 
Most Sundays he helped with the children after the main service, serving them with drinks and answering 
their questions. Today was one of those weeks and David was dreading seeing the youngsters and hearing their 
probing questions. 


The Pastor arrived and the service began. During the prayer, David kept his head lowered. During their period 
of confession, he all but sank down into his seat. How could he be there, in the house of God, with what was 
going on in his mind? He felt like a fraud and a failure, his whole life suddenly a lie. No longer was he "David, 


the nice farmer". He was "David, the gay sinner". 


As the sermon started, David hunched down in his seat, cheeks burning red. From the front of the church, the 


Pastor's words burned into him, "He is identified as a great dragon, a roaring lion, the vile one, the tempter, 


and the accuser. He is formidable, cunning, and powerful." 

Tears of agony prickled at David's eyes and he silently begged for forgiveness. Yet the comfort he'd often 
found from coming to church wasn't there. It didn't wrap him in its blanket of warmth. Nor did he hear the 
voice which told him that everything would be okay. 


The service felt as though it lasted an age. Even with his head down, he could feel peoples eyes on him, their 
thoughts almost appearing in his mind. 


But he's normally such a good Christian Whats wrong? 

Normally he's on his feet and singing Why's he so glum? 
He prays A lot Whys he not doing that now? 

He's so predictable and now he's not What's happened? 


Just before the end of the service, David stood and slunk out. He'd have some head space while he prepared 
the drinks and cookies. Time to think and get his excuses straight. 


Ím sorry. | feel ill Just a little hiccup in life, you know? HI get better. 
Or 


Ím worried about the farm. We're not turning over enough money and Im scared Iil lose everything Please keep 


me in your prayers. 


Fetching the plastic cups from the kitchen, he carefully arranged them on the reception area tables. Chairs and 
couches were dotted around the large area, plants sitting beside the doors. It added a sense of calm, a sense 
which David couldn't feel. Wandering back and forth, he fetched sodas, juices, cookies and doughnuts, until all 
were neatly and carefully arranged. Then he leaned against the wall, hands in his pockets and hair streaking his 


face. 
Where are you, God?! | need you right now and you've deserted me! | dont want to go through this alone! 


The hot tears began to sting his eyes once more and he lifted a hand to rub them away. Suddenly he felt far 
lonelier than he'd ever done. Once upon a time, his relationship with God and the church was what had kept him 
going through the long, dark nights on the farm. They helped him keep his head clear and his chin up. But now 
they seemed as useless as the trash he tossed out every day. 


Behind him, he could hear the service winding up. The final prayers were being said and people were beginning 


to chatter. Rubbing away the last of the tears, he plastered on the smile everyone loved just as the doors 


opened and everyone began to spill out. The congregation were all laughter and smiles, chattering away as the 
adults made their way to one end of the large area. Collecting coffee and doughnuts, they all sat down, 


continuing to talk as they did. 


Something pulled at David's shirt and he looked down to see a young girl looking up at him. Her blue eyes were 


wide and, as he focused on her, she grinned. 
“sup, Annabelle?" 

"Can | get a drink, please, David?" 

“course you can. What would you like?" 
"Orange." 


Pouring her a drink, he carefully held it out to her. Two small, chubby hands wrapped around the cup and took 
it. 


She took a sip and smiled "Why are you sad?" 


David sighed and he felt himself slouch. Children always knew when something was wrong. It was an instinct 


most people seemed to grow out of 
"Ive just got stuff happening," he replied 

"Okay" 

The youngsters gathered around him, politely demanding drinks and asking questions. All of them, it seemed, had 
noticed he that wasn't acting as he normally did. And all were prying. They didn't realise it, but David didn't 


want to talk about what was going on. He wanted to be left in peace. 


Finally, Annabelle once more tugged on his shirt. Sadly he looked down at her and she waved her tiny little 


arms at him. 

"Hug?" She stuck out her lower lip. 

Softly he smiled as he lifted her up. Her arms went around his neck and she laid her head on his shoulder. 
"You okay?" he asked. 

"Yes" 


"How's Mommy and Daddy." 


"Good" 
He could hear the tiredness in her voice. Walking around the table, he made his way to her parents over in one 
corner. They were a pretty blonde couple, all smiles and blue eyes. Always helping the church and the local 


community. They were the epitome of everything he now wasn't. 


Annabelle's mother, Nina, turned to look at them. She smiled and sighed. "Oh, David, I'm sorry. She's not been 


well." 
"Nothing bad, | hope?" he asked. 


"No, thank goodness. And nothing a little prayer couldn't help." The woman flashed a supermodel worthy smile 
and gently plucked the sleeping girl from David's arms. "You didn't look so good today. Are you well?" 


No, Im not. Im sorry. | shouldnt have come. Should have stayed at home. 

Plastering on a smile, David shook his head. "lim fine, really | am." 

Nina raised an eyebrow. "You're positive you're okay? Normally you're so enthusiastic and outgoing. But today.” 
David's smile widened. "I'm fine. | promise." 

"Okay," she sighed. "But if you're not, you let us know, okay?" 

Please! Help me! | dont know what's happening and | want it to stop! 

Instead, he smiled and nodded. "Thanks." 

Trying to escape the glances and forced smiles, David made his way to his car. He knew others wanted to know. 


Wanted to talk to him, get beneath his skin, and find out what was going on. Wanted to find out what was 


creeping through his soul. 


Darkness fell and David's fear grew. He didn't want to go to bed. Didn't want to know what would happen once 
he was asleep. His thoughts tormented him, first of the lust he felt, then the Hell he would go to if he acted 


on them. 


Pacing the house, he tried to calm the voices in his head. Tried to quash them and silence them. But they 
refused To leave. Instead, they told him stories of what it was like to lie with another man. They teased him 
with tales of fingers on his flesh and lips around his cock. No matter how hard he tried, his body stirred, his 
cock hardening beneath his jeans. 


Wishing Misty goodnight, he crept upstairs, hoping that his thoughts wouldn't follow him. For once, the cat 
didn't follow him to bed. Normally she curled beside him, the only company he'd ever known. 


But the thoughts followed him, only intensifying as they told him of what was to come. Quietly David groaned 
as he changed into white cotton pyjamas, his body heavy with exhaustion. Slipping into bed, he tried to sleep. 


Yet every time he closed his eyes, the man who'd haunted his dreams was there, showing him a divine 
pleasure that only another could bring. Dark, bedroom eyes watched him and a bright smile was gifted to him 
every time he came. 

| can give you whatever you want, David You just have to let me in 

"Please," David quietly murmured. "Please, leave me alone." 

Why, when you can have whatever you want? 

With his eyes squeezed closed, David quietly begged, "But | don't want it! | can't have it! I'll go to Hell if | do!" 
And how about if | fold you you were already in Hell, David? 

"No! Please just leave me alone! | can't have this." 

The choice whether to have it or not was never yours, David 


A weight pressed against him and, with a startled yelp, David snapped his eyes open 


Above him, a pair of piercing yellow eyes stared back at him. They were so close he could have stabbed them 


in the fear hadn't paralysed him. 
"Oh, angel" That voice. It was so familiar. "You are so beautiful. And you're all mine." 


A petrified scream tore from David's lungs and he forced himself from the bed. Slamming the lights on, he 
stared at the creature. 


As brazen as day, it lay in his bed. Taking deep breaths, he took it in, the fear making his senses scream. 
Cloven hooves were crossed at the ankles and its legs were covered in a thick layer of fur. Trying to calm 
himself, David let his eyes travel higher, over a red, muscular torso and to a face which, like the voice, looked 
oddly familiar. A strip of hair, the same colour as that on their legs, curled down their chin. Thick, brown 
horns swept up from the being's forehead and, when it grinned, a long, forked tongue flicked over its lips. 


David bolted, panic and adrenaline finally forcing him to life. 


You can run, David, but you can't hide. 


That voice. It was the one from his dreams. The beautiful man with dark eyes and hair. The one who'd seduced 


him. 

"Nol No! No!" 

Oh, yes! 

He nearly fell head long down the stairs, his hand catching the banister as his feet tangled together. Around 
him the lights slammed on, making him jump and clutch the banister tighter. The Devil himself was in David's 
house. 

Misty stood at the bottom of the stairs, back arched as she hissed Reaching down, David grabbed her and 
headed for the front door. He was only a few feet away when the locks and handle melted to nothing, 
disappearing into the door. 


Nice try, angel There's two ways we can do this. The easy way. 


David felt a presence behind him. Warm breath tickled the back of his neck and David found himself holding his 


own breath. There was a strange smell of cloves in the air. 

"Or the hard way. So, which way will it be?" 

Swinging around, he made for the kitchen, and to the door which lead out into the yard. Behind him, he heard 
deep, husky laughter. His heart pounded as he closed in on the door. Misty leapt from his arms and onto the 
table. 


It was with a howl of indignation that David looked at the door. The same had happened to it as the front door. 


Panting, he made for the window. As he reached to unlatch it, the normally curved brass handle disappeared. 


Staring at his reflection, David watched as the beast casually wandered into the kitchen "What are you doing 


here?" 

"You called me." 

"| didn't!" 

"You did, angel. In the depths of your dreams, you called to me. Begged me to come.” 
"| did no such thing!" 


Pushing himself away from the window, David turned to face the demon. He should have been repulsed. He 


should have been running for his life. Instead, David found himself taking in the creature. He admired the way 
they held themselves, the way they moved, and the blazing eyes. Something in him coiled and tightened, his 


stomach suddenly in knots. 


The being cocked its head, a sneer twisting its lips. David could see razor sharp fangs, that forked tongue again 
flicking across its lips. 


"Oh, but you did, sweet one. You called to me and | came. And trust me, | don't come for just anyone." The 


creature threw its head back and laughed. It was a harsh, rasping sound, one pulled from the depths of Hell 
itself. 


Seeing an opening, David bolted. Swinging around the red-skinned demon, he ran through the house. But it didn't 


matter where he went, that voice continued to follow him. 


Keep running, angel. There's no where you can hide from me. Im here now and Im not leaving until you're on your 


knees and begging for me to take you to heaven 


Skidding into the lounge, David sank to his knees. Running his hands through his hair, he silently sobbed, begging 
for the being to leave. 


Ím not leaving, David Not now, not ever. You see, Im rather taken by you 
"No!" 


Yes, | am. And there's nothing you can do fo stop it. Ive searched for all efernity for one lke you, and now hve 
found you. Im going to stay with you from now until this universe finally des 


David could feel his throat tightening, his voice slowly dying. "No!" 
Yes The angels are already singing for you. Singing the praises of my latest fallen angel. But you'll be my last. The 
others, they bored me. They dont have what you have. Youre so perfect. So beautiful. So ethereal.. | cant let 


anyone else have you. 


His chest felt as though a rock was pressed against it. Resting his chin against his chest, David stared at the 


carpet. 
"| don't want this," he murmured. "I can't have this." 


"Ah, but is there a difference?" Looking through his hair, David caught sight of the beast standing beside him. 
"You want it but your morals say you can't have it? Let me tell you something, angel. Those aren't your 


morals. They were forced on you by a religion who does not understand the meaning of need" 


"NO!" Sitting back on his heels, David looked up at the demon. "That's what you want me to believe! You're the 


deceiver, the one who tells us that we can do whatever we want without consequence." 


The red being just smiled. It was a warm gesture, one which made David's stomach flip. "What if | told you 


they were all lies?" 


David's eyes narrowed. “Again, thats what you want me to believe. | can't do this. I'm not allowed to. The Bible 


says so." 


He'd expected the demon to react at the mere mention of the holy book. But it didn't. Instead, it just looked 
quizzically at David, eyes almost a little sad as it studied him. 


The being sighed. "Would it make it easier if | looked as | do in your dreams?" 

It didn't bother to wait for a reply, its current form slowly turning into the man David had seen in his dreams. 
Dark, endless eyes stared down at him, their face framed by a mess of shaggy, dark hair. When they smiled, it 
was wide and filled with happiness. 

David could feel his resolve crumbling. He wanted this and had done for so long. Ever since he'd know what he 
was, he'd pushed it away, rejected his sexuality. To him, it was a punishment from God for a reason he didn't 
know. 

And now he was being offered everything he wanted, even if it was coming from the Devil. 


"Just this once," he said softly. 


The man standing beside him smiled. "I'll only have to cohere you this once. After that, you'll come willingly. 


Just as I'll willingly come to you." 

Sliding his suddenly tired legs from under him, David frowned. "You'll willingly come to me?" 

The man disappeared and was replaced by the demon. “Yes, because you're the one | want, angel. My chosen 
one. | will be forever by your side, on my knees and worshipping you. Because you are my new god, just as | 


am yours." 


David stared straight ahead. His eyes focused on the photographs of his family. Of his dearly departed parents, 
and Elliot and his family. David was lonely, painfully so. But what price did he have to pay to chase it all away? 


"What do | call you?" he asked. "Other than the obvious." 


‘I'm known by many names," the being replied. "But you can call me Diablo." The demon grinned. "Remember it, 


sweet one, because you will be screaming it later." 


David took several deep breaths and pulled his knees to his chest. His brain whirled with so many questions. 


"You're testing my patience, angel," the demon's voice had a tone of anger to it. 
"| want this," David murmured. 
"Then you shall have it" 


"But its wrong." Suddenly he wasn't so sure whether it was or not. He assumed that if he kept repeating those 
three words then he'd still believe them. 


Only he didn't. He no longer believed that they were wrong. He had been denying himself, and for so very long. 
He'd locked away all that he was, crafted into another being because of all that had happened. Once upon a 
time, he'd been heading to California to become a rock star. Instead, because of what had happened, he'd never 
strayed from Jackson, staying to tend the farm. He'd gone to the same church week in, week out and never 
questioned what was being told him. Surely the God he'd worshipped for so long wanted him to be happy, even 


if it was with another man. 
Even if it was with the Devil. 


A hand, as red as the setting sun and topped with long, black talon-like nails, curled around his shoulder. "Come 
with me, angel. You need a little oral encouragement and | give a mean blowjob." The hand tightened around his 


shoulder. "So. Do you want this? Or do | have to spend all of eternity chasing you?" 


Closing his eyes, David took deep, shaking breaths. He'd made his decision and he could no longer hide from who 


he was. 
"Yes," he quietly replied. "Yes, | want this." 


The fingers slid from his shoulder and plucked his hand from his lap. With his heart pounding, David allowed 
himself to be led to the couch. Those nails whispered over his white, cotton nightwear. Gently they scratched, 
catching on loose threads and teasing his flesh through the soft fabric. Closing his eyes, David sat on the 
couch. The fingers hooked into the waistband of the pyjama bottoms and pulled them down as he moved. 
Leaning his head back, he waited, feeling suddenly exposed. He'd never been naked in front of anyone, at least 


not in a sexual way. The feeling made him wilt and he pressed himself deeper into the couch. 


A long fingered hand gently caressed his thigh, inching towards his already hard cock. "You can watch, angel. 
Although this won't be the last time | do this to you. There will be many more times." 


David took a deep breath and opened his eyes. The being was kneeling on the floor, those piercing yellow ones, 
the tiny, slit of a pupil suddenly wide, watching him. Again, he grinned, sharp teeth on show. 


"Are you ready?" 


David nodded and licked his dry lips. Lowering his head, the demon wrapped warm, wet lips over the head of 
David's cock. Moaning, he rocked his hips, the pleasure rushing over him in a wave. He'd never felt anything like 
it. Never felt the knot of anticipation in his stomach or the stars which began to burst behind his eyes. 
Sighing, he sank deeper into the couch, his legs spreading a little wider. Cautiously he stroked a hand over the 
being's hairless head. His fingers found one of the thick, winding horns and he gently touched it, feeling the 
nicks and ridges. Finally, his hand ghosted over the sharp tip before working its way back down. Suddenly David 
found himself fascinated with the kneeling creature. He wanted to know everything about it, to learn where it 


had been and where it would go. Would it truly stay forever? And what did forever mean? 


That warm, wet mouth dipped lower and David groaned. He nearly exploded as the two halves of the demon's 


forked tongue wound around his erection 

"Yes!" he hissed. "Oh, yes!" 

The demon pulled away and pressed kisses along David's cock. "Say my name." 

David felt dizzy, his vision swimming. Leaning into the couch, he tried to summon his voice. 

"Say it" The being nipped at the head of his cock, David hissing in response as the pain flared through him. 
"Why?" he murmured. 

"Because." 


David could see a fire begin to burn in the demon's eyes. His hand tightened around David's cock. Gritting his 
teeth, David arched from the seat, the pain delicious. 


"Say my name, angel." 


"Why?" David could feel himself falling into a blissful delirium, one where he'd be begging for the demon to take 


him. 


"Because | want to hear you say my name" That voice. It was husky and warm, welcoming David into the 


creature's embrace. 

"Diablo," he murmured. 
"Louder." 

His voice rose a little. "Diablo." 


That forked tongue flicked across the head of his cock. "Louder! There's no one here to hear you." 


"Diablo!" 

Kisses were pressed against his hardened length, each one awakening another lost part of himself. "Good boy." 
"Please," David softly begged. 

At his feet, the demon grinned. "Ask and ye shall receive." 

Those warm, teasing lips once more closed over the head of his cock. Gripping the arm of the couch, David 
sighed softly, the pleasure growing. It tore through his body like nothing else he had ever felt, lighting every 
nerve and making the blood pound through his skull. 


"Yes. Yes. Yes!" 


His legs were pushed further apart and long fingers cupped his heavy balls, the fingernails tickling over his 


skin A howl tore from David's throat and he arched from the couch as his orgasm careened ever closer. 
"Please," David whimpered. "Please let me come." 

The forks of the demon's tongue twisted around him, tracing the veins and ridges of his erection. Rocking his 
hips, he forced himself deeper into the being's mouth. The creature on the floor appeared to relish David 
taking the lead, its bony hands stroking along David's spread legs. 

With one hand wound around the back of the being's head, David tightened as his orgasm tore through him. 
Pleasure and pain mixed, flashing through his body as he came in to the demon's mouth. Feelings of elation 


carried him away from the mundane life he'd lived for so long, his head swirling as he tried to control himself. 


But there was no control any more. No more needing to be quiet. No more smiling while he screamed inside. 


He'd been shown Heaven and he wanted more. 


Panting, David relaxed against the couch. His grip on demon loosened, his fingers gently stroking over the 
being's smooth skin. 


A kiss was pressed to the head of his softening dick "Would you like more?" 

With his head back against the couch, David nodded. "Yes. Please" 

The creature snickered "I told you you would. And now you shall have it whenever you please 

His legs felt as though they'd turned to water as he was helped to stand The white bottoms were pulled back 


up his legs and his hand was taken. As docile as a lamb, David allowed himself to be lead up the stairs and back 
to his bedroom. It felt as though hours had passed, as though the sun should be rising. Instead, the clock read 


just a few moments before midnight. 


"| can slow time down. Stop it if | must." The demon stood behind him, his strong arms wrapping around David's 
waist. He allowed himself to be pulled back against the broad chest, the creature's goatee tickling his throat. "I 
could keep you like this for the next thousand years and no one would know. This entire area would exist in a 
bubble of timelessness, unseen by the outside world." 


"Please don't." Still reeling from his orgasm, David let his head fall to one side, giving the being easier access to 


his exposed neck. Fingers caressed his hair, stroking and gently tugging on it. "I'd like to see my friends." 


"You mean the people from the church?" The demon snorted softly. "When did they last come to visit you 
here? Did they make the "Its too far out of town" excuse?" The hand became soft against his hair. "The only 
visitors you have here are those who make your deliveries and collect your produce. You can live forever, 


angel, and see far, far more than this tiny town" 
David sighed and allowed himself to go limp in the demon's arms. "Forever?" 
"| promised you forever and you shall have it" 


Opening his eyes, David watched as the demon's fingers began to pluck at the buttons of his nightshirt. One by 
one, they were opened, his pale skin being slowly exposed. 


"But I'll want you," the creature murmured in his ear. "| want you for all eternity. By my side as we watch 


over the universe." 


David felt his throat tighten as his clothes were carefully stripped away. The nightshirt was gently tugged 
from his shoulders before it was discarded. A red hand, topped with razor sharp nails, slid down his chest and 
to his stomach, electrifying his flesh. The hand paused at the waistband of his pants before sweeping over the 
bulge of his groin. 


The demon purred in his ear. "Give yourself To me, sweet one." 
"And if | don't?" 
"Then | shall take you anyway. How much or how little you participate in this act is up to you." 


David felt his stomach tighten at the words. It wasn't a bad feeling. Instead, the thought of being taken by 
force by such a powerful creature excited him. He knew such feelings should be wrong. But the thought of 


dying alone and unloved was far more frightening than the act he was about to participate in 


Sliding his hand over the demon's, David closed the strong fingers around his hardening cock. The being growled 
and pressed itself closer, its own erection rubbing against David's thigh. David's voice caught in his throat as 
the fingers tucked into the waistband and slowly began to ease them down 


"Come on, angel. You know you want this. Do you want this?" 
"Yes," he gasped. "Yes. Please. Take me." 


The white pyjama bottoms were pushed down and David stepped out of them before kicking them away. He was 
guided to the bed and urged to lie. He did as was silently requested of him, his body melting into the rumbled 
sheets as the demon hovered over him. Leaning on his elbows, David let his eyes travel down the being's body 
and to his large, hard cock. The being stretched out a hand and stroked between David's legs, over his tight 
balls and along the crack of his ass. Sinking back into the bed, David spread his legs a little wider. The fingers 
stroked deeper until the found his hole. He hissed as one slid inside, his hips arching. 


A hand stroked along his hip. "Relax, sweet one. The pain will only be for a moment. Then you'll be taken to 


heaven." 


With his eyes closed, David mewled and hissed as fingers explored, pressing in and stretching him. He willed 
them deeper, wanting to experience everything which this banished life held. 


Around him, the bed depressed and David felt something press against his entrance. Lips whispered over his 
own, giving him the gentlest of kisses. He whined and reacted, wrapping an arm around the creature's neck and 
deepening the kiss. 

"Are you ready, angel?" 

"Yes," he murmured. "Waited so long for this." 


| know you have, and it's why | came. To release you from this prison you've put yourself in" 


The demon pressed closer, his cock slowly sliding in. Again, David hissed, pain flaring. His hand tightened around 


the being's neck, fingers scraping over skin. 
‘Only for a moment," was whispered against his lips. "Only for a moment." 


He tried to stay still, tried to stop the pain. But it roared through him, making him writhe against the bed. 
Tears pooled in the corners of his eyes and he arched his head back to let out a long, painful wail. A hand 


gently stroked his cheek and words of comfort were whispered in his ear. 


Slowly the agony began to subside and David allowed himself to relax. The demon's cock stretched and filled 
him, a feeling which David found sent butterflies whirling through his stomach. Someone - or something - 
desired him enough to chase him. Never did he think such a thing would happen. Never did he think his own 


desires would come true. 


Kisses whispered along his jaw and to his throat. His feet slid along the being's legs, toes knotting into the deep 


fur. It was an odd sensation, one which should have repulsed him. Instead, he was accepting it as if it were 


normal. As if everyone had a demon to satisfy their needs. 


The creature began to rock his hips, thrusting into David. Whining quietly, David arched his back, his fingers 


scratching down the demon's back He got a muted hiss in response, and a kiss to his throat. 
"Please," David begged. 


"You'll get it, angel. Alll in good time. And tomorrow, you shall kneel before me and taste my flesh and drink my 


seed." 


His legs tightened around the creature's waist, his toes digging deeper into the thick fur. David writhed and 
howled, his own pleasure growing by the moment. His cock bounced against his stomach, a slick pool of pre- 


come wet against his skin. 


And then the demon pressed against something deep inside of him. Something which made him scream and sent 
stars bursting through his brain. Something which carried him higher and higher, away from the mundane life 
he lived. 


David cried and begged, pleading for more. And the creature didn't disappoint. Rising to its knees, the creature 
roughly thrust in to David. He howled every time its cock hit the spot deep inside of him, his body shaking as 
another orgasm roared closer. He savoured the feeling of the beasts strong thighs rocking against his own. He 
devoured the passionate kisses and loudly demanded more of what he was being given. David wanted it all. 
Wanted to learn the divine pleasures of the flesh. 


"Come, sweet one. Come for me." 


Wrapping a hand around his cock, David stared up into those blazing yellow eyes. He took in the demons lustful 
look, a look which was no doubt mirrored on his own face. His hard flesh throbbed against his palm, pre-come 
dampering his fingers. Once more, David felt the body shaking pleasure thunder ever closer. It threatened to 
blink him and tear the breath from his lungs. But it also promised him a life he'd always dreamed of. 


Giving his cock one last stroke, David arched his back and screamed as strings of come splattered over his 
chest. The coiled tension which had lain in his stomach snapped and a redness flooded his brain. With his legs 
hanging loosely around the beast's waist, David rocked with it, milking every last second of satisfaction. Hands 


slid under his shoulders and with one, final thrust and a deep, guttural roar, the demon came. 


Panting, David melted into the bed, his eyes closed and hand still wrapped around his softening cock. Nothing 
had ever felt as good as that moment, not even when he'd guiltily touched himself. He felt a weight settle 
beside him and the bed's thick blankets were pulled over him. Somewhere in the house, a clock struck midnight. 


Weary, yet sated, David finally drifted to sleep. 


David didn't want to wake when his alarm went off. For the first time in a long time, he'd slept deeply and 
peacefully. 


Yet, he woke to an empty bed. 

Confused and tired, he quietly dressed and made his way downstairs. Something had happened the night before. 
Hadn't it? Through sleep heavy eyes, he searched the house, his fleeting memories reminding him that locks 
had vanished and time had stood still 


Yet the windows and doors all had their familiar handles and the clocks told the correct time. 


Walking into the kitchen, his first instinct was to put the kettle on Misty appeared from wherever she'd been 
hiding and hopped onto the table. She mewled loudly. 


"Yeah, yeah, l'm coming, sweetie." Turning to look at her, he shrugged. "What the Hell happened last night?" 
She gave another mewl and sniffed at something in the centre of the table. Inching closer, David took a closer 
look at the wooden box. It was small enough to sit in the palm of his hand. Beside it lay a note, the handwriting 


a strange, olde-worlde font. 


This box contains the souls of you and your cat Without them, you will live forever. However, you can return to 


your mortal state at any time. Ask, and I shall tell you how. Do not fear for | shall return later today. 
D 


Despite its appearance, the box was surprisingly light. Opening the lid, David looked in, his eyes widening as his 
took in the contents. 


Two clear globes, one larger than the other, lay nestled on a bed of velvet. David looked closer and a smile 


twisted his lips. Inside of the globes, tiny galaxies hung, stars and planets twinkling at their hearts. 
Still smile, he looked at Misty. "Are you ready for a new life?" 


The cat meowed. 


Epilogue 


A billion years had passed and the solar system he'd called home for all of them was dying a fiery death as 
the sun went through its final cycles. Earth was scorched, a dead weight hanging in space. Humanity was long 
gone. David had watched the last of them die or escape before he'd stepped aboard the ship which would 


carry him across the universe and to the next planet he'd call "Home". 


Diablo had been right when he'd said that their union was for all eternity. For David, it had meant no death and 
no ageing. The only downside was watching those he grew to love as friends finally wither and die. There had 
been many over the millions of years he'd remained on the planet. During that time, he'd watched great 
changes in humanity. They'd fought themselves to near extinction before a cycle of peace and harmony which 
spanned thousands of years. He'd watched as alien life had been confirmed, the average human life span had 
been lengthened to over a thousand years, and they'd colonized other planets. Space cities had circled the 
Earth, built to help contain the booming population during the peaceful years. Governments had fallen and risen 
and fallen again. In the latter part of the 23rd century, cancer had been cured, closely followed by AIDS. No 
longer did the pharmaceutical companies have a grip on healthcare. It had become free and available to all. A 
single currency had dominated the globe and humans had continued to expand their knowledge, finally going off 


to search other galaxies and solar systems. 


Artificial intelligence had also gained a foot hold, becoming on a par with humans before overtaking them. Yet 
the suspected machine uprising never happened. Robots and humans lived side by side with many living beings 
finally transferring themselves into an immortal metal shell. 


Energy companies, like the pharmaceutical ones, had fallen by the way side. Zero point energy had become the 
norm. Generators as small as a human hand had been used to power houses from the 25th century onward. 
Finally, the human race had discovered how to harness the energy of nearby stars and planets, ending the 


need for all other energy sources. 


And David? Sitting on the edge of the galaxy they'd called home, he took one last look at where he'd once lived. 
A pang of sadness spiked through him. He was leaving home and leaving behind all those he'd known. He still held 
feelings for them, even if they all were just dust and bones now, returning to the stars from which they'd 
come. His mind flashed back over the years, remembering all that he'd done. He'd played in numerous bands, 


won thousands of awards, and made enough money to last him another million lifetimes. 
Enough to build the ship he piloted. 


Ironically named "The Ark", it contained seed banks, animals, and everything else he could cram on board. It had 
taken him thousands of years to amass everything he'd wanted to save. But he had all the time in the 


universe. 


Thirty thousand years; thats how long it would take to get to their new home. Thirty thousand Earth years, 
anyway. To David it was just a blink, a heartbeat, a tiny blip in his life. Out there, in the void of darkness, was 
his lover. Waiting for him. Planning for him. Giving David the life he wanted. 


On the dash sat the box he'd been given so many years before. The box had been changed as the old one 


became worn or rotted. It contained his soul, and the one of the cat which sat beside him. 


Looking down at Misty, he smiled. "Ready to go?" 


The cat yawned and stretched on the deep, luxurious seat. Turning his attention back to the controls, David 
powered the ship back up. Out there, somewhere in the universe, was Diablo. The demon had gone ahead to find 


a new world for them. A world for them to continue living and exploring. The being already knew everything 


but, for David, it was a whole new life. A different world. 


Wrapping his hands around the ship's yoke, he turned the ship and headed in the direction of the beacon. 
Somewhere, out there, his lover was calling to him. And, as before, David would find him again. 


